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AT BETHLEHEM.

1o toany hillz arising, greon and gay,

n Farth’s inzge round, and that one hitl to sy,

“ wns His bearing place]”’ On Eaprih’s wide breast

o many maids! and 8he—of all most blest—

eavily mounting Bathlehem, to be

His Mother!—Holy Maid ot Galilsal

1ill, with the olives, und the little town!

1f rivers from their orystal founts flow down,

1f "twas tho Dawn whish did Day's gold unbar,

Ye ware beginnings of the bast we ara,

The must wa eee, the highest that weo know,

The Ufting Henvenward ot Man's life balow,

Therefors, though bettsr lips ye shall not lack,

Sufica if one of modarn mood kteals back—

Weary snd wayworn, from the Desert rosd

Of barren Thought; from Hope's Dead Sea, which
glowed

With Love's falr mirage; from the Poet's haunt,

The scholar's lamp, tho statesman’s schome, the
yaunt,

Tha failurs, of all fond Fhilosophies—

Baock unto Thee, back to thy olive trees,

Thy people, snd thy story, aud thy Son,

Mary of Narareth! Ho longagone

Dearing us Him who made our Christendom,

And cams to save tle Earth, from Heav'n, His

- o ) ] e .

home.:

® L] L] # * L] L]
Thia earilly span—gross, brief—whersin we

suuteh.

Raroly and falntly, glimpses of Times past

Which have been boundiess, and of Times to lsat

Beyond them timelegaly, how should sueh be

All to Le seon, all we were madas to see?

This flesh fellnclous, binding us, indesd,

To sense, aud yat 60 largely leaving fresd

That wa do know thingh are we panncot know,

And bigh and higher on Thought's stalrways go

Till ezoh Inst ronnd leads to some suddon staep

Where rasson swims and falters, or must leap

Hendlong, perforce, into the [ufinite,

How shonld wa say outside this shines no lght

Of lovelier scanes uneeen, of lives which epread

Fleasant and unexpectad for the Dend,

As our World, opening to the Babe's wido eyes

New from the womb, and full of birth's surprisa?

How shgnld this prove the AllL the Last, the Firat?

Why shall 2o inner, under, splendors burat

Once—twlgo—tha Vail? Why put o mprvel by

Becanso too rich with Hope? Why quite deny

The Heavealy story, lest oifr doabtful hearte—

Which murk the stars, and take thom for bright
par:s

Of boundless Being, ships of life thet sail

In glittering argosics—without a tale,

Withoit a term—or, of that ehoreless Sea,

The saattered silver Tdlets, arifting frea

To destinies unmeasurod—seo, too, thers

By help of deail believing eyes, which were,

The peoples of the Stars; and listen, meek,

To theso vast volees of the Btavs, which spéak—

1f ever they shall speak—in sach mnan's tongne?

And, truly, if Joy's musio onoe hath rung
From lips of bands Invisible, if any—
(Be they the Dead, or of the deathless Many)—
Tiove snd #orve Man, angelieal Bafrienders,
Glad of bis weal, and from his woe Defonders—
1£ sueh, In Heavon, havo pliy on our tears,
Yorevir falllag with the nnmending years,
High cause hagl they, at Bethlshem, that night
To 1t tho curtain of Hopd's hidden [ight,
I'o broak decves of silsnoo with Love's ory,
Fercsealng how this Babe, born lowlily,
Shonld—fan!. dispute, gines now achiaved Is this—
Dring Tarth great gifts of blessing and of Lliss;
Date, from that ciib, the Dynasty of Love;
Strip his misised thundarbolts from Jove;
Band to their kuos Rome's Ciusars, hraak the ohnin
From the slava's neck; sut slok henres free again
mtteﬂ'; bound by priests, and scribes, and sorolls;
And beal, with balm of pardon, sinking souls;
Ehonld Merey to her vacant throne restore,
Taagh Right to Kings, and Patience to the poor:
Shonld by His sweet Name all names ovarthrow,
And by His lovely words, the quick seeds sow
O goldon equities, snd brotherhood,
Of Pity, Prace, and gentle praise of Good;
Of knightly honor, holding life in trust
Tor (od; and Lord, snd all things pure and just;
Lowly to Woman; for Maid Mary's eake
TAftng our sistor from the dust, to take
In homes her oqual plies, the Household's Quesn,
Crowned and sugust who sport aud thrall had

‘been;
Ut arte adoruing Life, of charities
Grapious and wide, because the mpattial skios
Haof one race in; and poor, wealk, mean, op-
pressad,

Are olillidren of one bountenns Mother's broas!,
One ¥ather's cars; emanclpating Man,
Hhould, from that bearing cave, outalde the Khin,
Am:d the knesling cattle, rise, #nd bo
Light of all Iands, and splentdor of each sea,
Tue sun-biirst of o new Morn come to Earth,
Nof vat, alas! broad Iay, bot Day's white birth
Which promiseth: snd blesseth, promising,
Thess (rom that Xight! What canse of wondering
12 thut one Silenna of all Silonces
Broak inte musie? if, for hopes lika thess
Angala, who Jove us, sang that song, and show
Of Time's far purpose made the ““great light"” glow?

Wherafors, Iet whososver will drink dry [

His onip of faith; and think that, verily,

Fotin a vision, no way otkerwise

Than those poor shepherds told, thers did arisa

This portent. Being amidst their shesp and goats,

Lapped carsless in their pasture keoping coats,

Blind as theie drowey beasts to wlat drew nigh,

(Buen the luiled-ear, and kuch th' unbosied eye

Whigh ofttimes bears and seas kid thinga!) there
BpToad

The tilory of the Lord" around each haad,

A Light not morn-glow, nor the gray of Night,

Nor lightoing flash, ner lit like any light

Ty warthly orbs beheld, but fateliad from beam 1

Of thiat Concentral Sun whersby Snunw gleam,

Whieh kinales spheres, and has for Duak tull Noon,

Shining belilud the Biue, pastHun'and Moon,

And makine hyaline of ethor elear

Where, with new. eyes, souls—free of Death and
Fear—

In range incomprehensible, and ray

Of limitless Hlnming, sce alway

Authentic Belug: ontsida Life's cloce bars,

By Life's light blotled, as at noon tha stars,

Boeh light spreads Lright behind ibat blindoess
Liers

WWhich men nama “seeing;” and such Hewv' n-Dawn
dear

(#8514 had reason by such Day to follaw!)

Beoke, bo It desmed, o'er hill and over Lollow,

On ths inner sesing, the rense concealed, unknowan,

0! those plain hinds—gial, humble and slove—

' Flooding their minde, filling their heurts; around,

Above, below, disclosing grove and ground,

The rocks, the hill, the tows, tha solitude,

The wondering  fluocks—agaze with grass half-
chawad—

Tho palm crowne, and the path to Bethlehem,

As sight angelle spies. And, came to them

The "Angel of the Lord,’” vislble, sure,

Enown for the Augel by hin presence pure

Wheraon was written Love and Peacs aud Grace,

With beauty passing mortal mien and fape,

His form declaring bim. We shouid not sesk—

As they, too, sought not—any voica to speak

Tha titlesof the chief of those who stand

| Buling our Fianet, for th’ encircling Hasd

Which soatters Buns and Stars alhwart the Blue

As sowars fling the sesd. We should know, too,

The great apd tendar eyes, sad with our sinning,

Glad slien wo atrive aright, 'ware of Beginning,

And Ending, acd the Reasous and the Puth;

That graclous, potent Friend who wisdom hath

Of Wheuce all comes, and whersunto all go;

(He, In Gethscmunne, did see him scl)

The embodied, blinding, loveliness of all

Fhich, of Earth's desrest Dead, our hearts recall,

To perfectness transfimived and combined;

In heavenly typeo of itmont Bnmankind.

Nat robed, nor sandalled, as the painters limm,

But past all dreams, til]l we wake, sesing him;

And, then, as natural, as dear, as known

As to the Babo its Mother's brows bent down.

Wingless; for where thgse llve thers blows no
wind,

Nor sught is grosa as air, nor any kind

Ot substunoe, whereby 8 irit's march is atopped;

Nothing so beavy ns the smow-fower dropped

Faonther-like on the wild swan's festher, or dip

Of Swallow {n the streamlst, or Lovae's Up

Eirsing the Dead. Oh, Certes! not of men,

Yeot, blending form with spirit; nay, aod then,

Suprome, mojestionll for terror fall—

With worsnip—on thair hearts, the writinga tell;

S0 that the Angel of the Earth had uesd

To comfort them, speaking these words, indesd:—

“Fear nol! For behold I bring you good
tidings of great jor, which shall be to all
pt?_plﬂ-"

“For unto you is born this day in the city
of David, n Saviour, which is Christ the
Lopd.”

“And this the sign unto you! Ye shall find
the babe wrapped in swaddling clothies Jy-
ingin & manger." .
Might Lie not speak ap, if, in truth, wo heard
Our Augel, and *“the Lord's;”" with slmple word
Essy and aweal, as to her litle son
A nursing m.pthr: or—when Night is done—
Dawn's soft bresth whispering platn, Lol I am
Day I"

But, of thoso things which the Bright One did say,

8o high, so new, so glad, so comforting,

*Gaod tidings of great joy to you I bring!”

"The otlio, Dot the ing. of bis wpesch

Lives; anod men tall it sadiy cach to esch,

With, lips, mot hearts; smdly, from tongus to
tongue, :

The Ages, unpersuaded, pass along

The duloet message, liko a draaia bygona

Which was for happy glespers, but is flown,

Wa bleed, and hate, and suffer, and ave blind,

Unoomprehending; yet, if one will mind,

That light 1s shiniug still on Life's far aide;

And the Apostle, snd Heaven's angel, lied,

Or elas, from Heaven that nlght th' Evangol folli—

“Beglnnings of the dolden Times we tell!

Now Je tha Law opened! Murs's son

Hath opened it, and, when full vears are run,

Peace shall be, and Good-will, and Meroy shed

Ovdr all lesh and spirit, quick and dead!

The conaummation conies, the purposed Bliss:

Earth was ror Now; her giad days spring from
this!"

Nor only that one Angel (If wa dare
Recoava) for “sudianly was with him there
A muititnde of heavenly ones,"” who throng
The silvery gloam, all singing that same song
Of Peace end Love; all—for our Planet's anke—
FPraising Elol.

'Tis the Nams He spaka
Tn th' Aramaie, at His Mothor's knos,
Tn white-walled Nazareth of Galiles,
Linsping first spacch; and after, on His Oross;
But we bave sore misusad, to all men's loss,
The grent word “Ged,"” spesking the Unsepeakable
With duily lps, and doing nowise well
To give theraby parts, paasions, qualitiss
To the All-Being, Who hath none of these;
Mingling weak mortal thoughss of *Sirs" and
“Ring'
In “God the Father:" and so worshipping
An idol, sarvad with mutterad spell and moan,
Basger than brusys, and duller thau dead atona;
A graven {mage of that Glorious All
Who hath no form, and Whons His Angels eall
By never uttersd names, and Whom to sea
Hot once hath been, und never once shall be;
Who doth, in nnlvereal rule, possess
Majesty, bewuly, love, delightinincss;
The omnipresent, ¢onscious, Joy. 'Twere well—
I name must be—with XMary's Son to spel!
This naspoiled Word, mystlcal, frea of dread,
Angient and ballowed; and by those lips said
Which know its mesning most, ana callod “God"
50,
“Hloi" (in the Highest.)

Heaven p-glow!
And tne mild burden of its minstrelsy :—

Pereco beginuing to be
Deap ua the sleep of the sca
When the stars their faces glass
In its blus tranquitlity;
Hearts of men npun earth,
From the firat to the sncond birti,
To rest us the wild waters rest
With the oolors of Heaven in thsir breast.

Lovwe, which {8 suniizht of peace,
Age by age to inoreaze,

Till Anger snd Hatred are desd
And Sorrow and Death shall ceasa:
“Pagos on Earth and Good-will!"
Souls that are gentls and still
Hear the first muslo of tils
Yar off, infinite Bliss|

So—or in snch wise—those rude shepherds heard

Tho Angels singing clear; when not one weord

Wisor ones canght that night—solemn and still—

Of their high erzaud:—*Tesco! Good-will! Good-
willl™

Ah! think we listensd there,
With opened heart and ear,
Aud beard, in truth, as these meon say they Leard,
tn flook and rock and tree,
Ralning sach melody;
Heaven's love descending in that loveliest word,

“Feace!™ Notatfirst! not yet!
Our Earth Lad to forget

Burden of birth snd iravail of slow yeare:
But now the dark timas dona!
Daylight at length begun!

First gold of Bun in alglis, dispalling fears!

Peace pladgod at last to Man!
Oli! if thera only ran
Thrill of such surety through ona human soul,
Wounld not the swift joy smrt
From beating heart tn hasrt,
Lighting ail lands, leaping from pole to pole?

Paaoo, Peace—to coma! to bal
If such wera certaiuty
Far-off, at langth, at Iatest, any whila,
Whut wos wero hard to beax?
What sorrow worth one tear?
Murder would soften, black Despalr wonld smile.

But, heralded on high,
From midnight's purple sky
Dropped like the sudden raln which brings the
flowers;
Ponca! Aye to dwell with men
Xo strife, no wars! and, then,
The coupled eomriort of those golden hours,

Good-will! Consider this,
What easy, perfeot bliss
If, over nll tho oarth toe one change spread
‘That Hate and Fraud should dis,
And =il in amity,
Let go rapine, and wrath, and wrong, and droad!

Whiat lack of Paradise
If, in augelio wise,
Each unto Eack, a8 to liimself wers dear?
If wa in souls deseried,
Whateyar form might hida,
Own brother, and own sister, everywhera?

All this—not whisparad low
To ona haart, full of woe
By reason of blood reddensq ficlds of Barth,
Hy sight of Fesr mod Hato,
And policies of state,
And evil fruutswhich bave from these their bicth.

Buf, hrough their cats, to us
Straightly tmparted thus
With pomp of glittering Angals, and their teain: |
And radiance of such light |
As maketh midday nighs,
And heavenlliest spopel ol Heaven, not heard |
ngai, '

Peopled with pelicans and fish; and faln

A litile to forget how he must glide

From river into bitter, barren mare,

3Must pass, from waring willows and cold nooks
Of water liliss, tolie salt and desd,

Bucksl by the Sun under hot Edom’s orags,

In that rod hollow of the Sea of Lot

Kow all is changed—all sava the changeless
things—

The mountains and the waters and tho sky,

Thess, as ile waw them, have their glory yot

At sunrise and st sunset, snd when néon

Burns the blus vault into a cope of gold.

And ofitimes, in the Syrian Spring, steals back

Weli nigh the ancient beauty to those consts

Where Christ's feet trod. That lily which He loved

Aud praised for splendor passing Solomon's—

The searlet martagon—deoks harself atill,

Mindfal of His high words, in red and gold,

To meet the step of Summer., Cyelawens

Lift their pale homds to sae if Ho will pass,

And smaryllis and white hyacinths

Pone from their pearly voses spikenard forth,

Lest He should come unhonorad. In His paths

Still, as of old, the lowly erocus spreads

A polden carpet for bim; and tho birds—

Bmail almonezrs of Hoaven—as onoe He said—

Who fall not unvegarded—trill their hymns

Of lively love and thanks In every thorn.

Only what man could do, Man hath well dons

To blot with blooil and tears His track divine,

Tao sweop His holy footsteps from His earth.

In steal and gold, splendid and sirong and fieres,

Host nfter bost under that Mount has marched

Where he sate saying:--''Blessed the peace-
makaral™

Inrage and hatred host with host has elashed

There whare He tanght “Love ye your enemios!"

Banuers which bore His ¢ross, have mooked His
oroEs, ¥

Sontiering His Jand with slain; 101 now, et laet,

Truly the sword, not pesce, Is what He brought!

For love af Him nation hates nation so

That at H's shrine the watehful Islamite

Ganrids Christian throatal Dead lis Hia once fair
fiolds;

Burren tha fallows whers His sowar sowed;

IN TEE TEMPLW.

Till these things come to pass!—
Nax, if it be—alna!—
A vislon, Ist 18 slesp and dream it {rue!
Or—aane and brosd awake,
For its great sound and sake,
Tako it, aud make It Earth's, and peave ensue!
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MARY MAGDALENE

Cloar silvar water in n etip of gnld,

TUnder the sunlit steepa of (iadara,

1# shines—His Lnke—the sea of Chinnareth—

The waves He loved, the waves that kissed His fest
80 many blessed days. Oh, happy waves!

On, littls, silver, happy sen, far famed,

Undar the sunlit steeps of Gadaval

Fair 15 the scane still, tho' the graceis gona

(Of thoss proat times when nine white oities dipped

Their walls into Its brink, and steel shod keols

Of Roman galleys gronnd its sparkling sands;

And Herod's peinted pinnaces, ablaze

With lamps, and brazen shisids and spangled
siaves, ¥

Came and went lordly at Tiberias;

And merchant ships of Ghie, and fisher boats,

From green Bethssida and Ohorazin drove

Penrl turrows in tho sapphice of ity sloay;

And, by its beach-—whors the crianes waile mid leg,

And long reeds Hep; and milky ripples roll

The purple banded sliells; and wind fal’n flowers

Of gats snd oleandst dve the%im

Of blown fodm Yosy—wanded by, lengue long,

The caravans of Edypt, treasure stufud,

To proud Damasciis, ol throngod Sepnloris,

Or Accho's (uays. Or, C=anr's spearmen rods

Terribla with the esgles, bringing nows

Of lifs and denth {rom Rome, Or strode anstern,

Contemptuons, lannting phylacteriss,

The Pharizes und Scribe. Or, noise of slaves

Sweating beneath the litter's gilded poles,

Told where thete passed some languid Palges dome

Fresh from ths bath; or proctor, girt with rods.

Or there went by, upon its vooky brim,

The high eepped Median bringing stsllions in,

The Indian traders with the spice and nillk,

The negro men from Cush, snd Eiwmites,

And Red Sos sallors; and from shores of Nile

Tnes blue-gownad swart Kgyptisn; for they filled

From all earth’s regions, in thesa bygone dive,

The pathwayas by ita wuters!—frogusnt fest

Of Tyrion truders, and dark desert men

Rocking npon their camoels, with wild ayes

Glittering like lance points; and Sidonians,

Syrians and Grovks and Jews; a motley world

Traading th' enamelled borders, where the vines

Ban clustering, and the almond's erlmson sno w

Haiped upon eroons, iy, snd cyelamen

At fest of faathery palms, and tamirinks

Alive with doves and stesl bright haleyons,

And gresn and rich rossd then the tarracad finlds

This coast and that; snd loud the water wheols

Poured the cool crysial of the stream and lake

Over n thousand gardens; and an air

Frasher then now—with bLreath of moistensd
growths—

Pomegeanate, citron, Gg—temperad the heats

Blown from the wilderness; and, more than now,

Beauteous the mountains soared, with; girdling
woods,

Homestends and villages, and melon fislds

Huuglng batween the rocks, and side by side,

Temples of Jova and Pan, with EYDAgOTUGS

Ot lsrsel's Jab. But, opening then, as now,

To let swift Jordan stay his eagar flood

Under their sunny poaks, foregolng thers

The apsed ha took from Hermon; glad to spread
Broadened to Iake, fringed with wild figs and flags,

None reaps the slivir harvests of His soa;

None in the wheat row roots (he 11l teres out.
The hungry lsnd gasps empty inthe giare;

The vulture's self gogs famished; thoe wolf prowis
Fusting, amid the broken stones which built
The cities of His sojourn. Wild birds nast
Where revels onece were londest. All are gone
Save for those namas naver to pasa awsy,
Caperoaum, Bethesida, Magdalo—

The nine white towns that saie besido His Lake!
Vanished tue stataly stoas, lofty fanes;
Vanishod ths waills, the towers, the citadels!
Titus and Omar wrought fair Paleatine

No hurt ke His who gave liar hallowed gronnd
The fa:al benodiction of His fast!

Tove's hounue 18 desolate for love of Lovs!

The wators glass no spdls the ways have shrunk
Into & osmel pain; thy cenluries

With food aud blast have torn the terrach bars
Wharo tha'tox litterald in the grapns, Ask not
‘Which waas Hin clty "mid this ruined lifs!

None surely kuoweth of Capernanm

Whether "lwas here, or there, Porchance Ha dwslt
Longest and latest at this nameless mound
Whaers, on the broken column, nests the sfork;
Wheyrs Enot grass with its apikes, nud bitter balls
Of trafling colooynth, and nebhuk thorns

Bind as they will the marble wrook, and weavs
S elter for shy jerboas, and the snake.

Ho still, so e dway, 8o gnite fargook

Hia eity's burial plsoe, the paintod grouss

Tays hor egps there in carved neantlus leavns
And ericloty ehirp whore Ciesar's year in weit!
Yon Arab, with the matollock and the Epear,
GGlancing askanse—~Lor Afrests hsnunt the tpot—
Murmurs; "'TPeace ba Lo you! this s Tell-Ham!*

Desolate most of all, with one stueved pilm

| And hnddle of sad squalid hovelw, thon

IE-Mejdel! brurned n-dry baneath black Crigs:

Choked with thick =sand, conifortlesms pour, de-
spisad,

Wha stratohed baloratimes to the adjacent Lake

Froud fortress-arms, and—Lady of the plals—

Holding tho kevs of glad Geunessarel,

Took tribute of il passers. Vainly pralse:d

Far thy strong Tower,—soaring so high, now luid

Lastin the dust—yst wert thou marked to live,

Stamped for immortal memory by one Natus,

Bers who *doved much,” and bad her home in
thes,

| Mary of Magdala,

*Thers 'twas Lenw,
Or seomed fo ses, that night in Palestine,
Lodging in Mejdel, what Is writtan now;
Lodging at Majdel on a night of balin
Wher ail the stars on high had sister-atars
Mirrored in Gallies's dark purple tide;
And the Innd lay a-dream it lived again;
And all the past rolled baok, and out of Heavan
Almost the fanoy dared to hsar that song:

Fonce baginning to be,
Deop as the sleep of the sea
When the stars thelr still gleams glass
In ita blue tranquillity;
Hearts of all upon carth
From the first to the second birth
To rest ns the wild waters rest
With colors of Heaven on thelr breast.
Love which is sunlignt of peace
Age by nge to inersase,
Till anger and hatred aro dead,
And sorrow and death shall canse;
“Pence on eirth pnd good willl"™
Enuls that are gentls and still
Hear the first musio of this
Far off infinits bliss!

The third spring after Jesus Christ had passed;
In the fifth moon, when Galiles is gresn,
And the palm shakes fresh feathers to the wind,

Cawme through the getes of Magdals, at eve,
Spearmen anud swordsmen, and, on armored stesds,
The Roman Enights and lictors with thelr rods;
I'he traln of Pontius Pilate, moving north,

To answer, bafore Cesar, wrongs alleged

In reseript of the Lord Vitellius,

Legate of 8yrln, On Gerizim's height
Greviously had he broks Samaris,

Chastising well, at first; rebollious folk:

But in his after wrath—it was put forth—

Heo wronged the clemonay of Rome, and wrought
Treason to Cmsar. “Therefors must he go

To meot at throna-steps of Tiborius

Y'hoso his acousors” —wrote Vitelllus:

Thus "twas the Procurator wended north,

And, because by the margin of the Laka

The wind swept cold. th" Imporial Relogate

Would that night, with his wife, lis in the walls,

Theroat rose qnestion whara in Magdala

Meet room was for o Roman Consular

Of the high Samnite racs of Telcsine,

Judeea’s Governor thro' ton atrong years,

And, may be, yot to rule ail Byria

If Ciesar purges.  Also for his spounse

Proouls, from the Clandisn line, il apt

To couoh patrician limbs In lsathern tenl—

learsd to the ivory and the gold—or share

Peasant's eoarse shelier. And the townsmen
sald:— .

“One house we have where this great Lord might
lie,

Detweent the walls of Magdala—might halt

Well honored. 'Tis the Ledy Miriam's

Who dwellsth yonder by the north Sea gate,

That stone Khin, with the carved door and the
palms.

Many fair chambers and a garden court

With marbles puved and falling waters 'freshed

And oedar work from Tyre, and well girt slaves,

The Boman thers shall find."”

o it befall
That Pilate lodged with Mary Magdaleno.

And thera were thoss who hoard what Pliate apaka
Upon the leewin leaning sad thas night,
TUnlilled by lute, or Syrian dance, or plash

| Of tountains tinkling on the painted stonss.

For sleep came not; and she, beslde bim, said—

Clsudia Prooula—""My Lord doeth ill

To keep slok vigil, whon soft beds are spread,

And guards are sot; and sven Gulllsa

Lends so fair shelter that benceforth in Rome

We shall think gentlier of th’ injurious land.”

*In Rorse? ah Rome!" stern Pontins cried: “but
Homeo

Held not my thought, great Claudia! nor thess hogs

We herded with our spear poiats, pricking them

Time after time to grunt. Cmear is just,

And Orsar will not judge me heedlegsly—

Friend of Spjanus, and for ten years, here,

Heaping the heel of Roma on Herod's neck—

At wozrd of vile Samaritans. Butl

All day long, as we rode out from the plain

Of Esdratlon—from Samaria

To Nazareth, and threading Nazarsth,

With horse and foot and litters, olattered on

Under the horns of Hathn, and so down,

Through that dark shadowaed Valiey of the Dave,

To this groen hollow where the Jordan galns

Peace for n dsy befors he hastens on

To foum and fret snd dla—as rivers dia,

And men die—helplessiy; I hsd In mind

The Man I did adjudge unrighteously.

Hnow'st thou, fair wifel that was His dwelling
plaee,

The poor, white, clustered town amid the hills

Where we clomb up from Eiwshon, and you saw

The hoopooes run in the rye—Holomon's birds,

Which knew the name of Godl—Would I had
known

On that i1l day st the Pretorium!

By Pan! I tell theeo all the way he camao,

The ‘e, sweet man; the man that was "'lhe

ing."

And did adjudge us, hin judicisries.

Isaw him at Gerizim, whers I amote

Those dogs of Sychar—very vitiful

Marking the blood. And, then, a= if ho presd

Effortiess over bars Gilboa, "twas hs

Gazed at mo st Megiddo, and Jezreal;

Aud Shiuvem and Chosulloth, always pals,

Alwoys with fWat ligh Jook of godike eslm,

Thoso eyes of far par¢eption—those mild eyes

T saw thit morn in the Pratorium,

Acourged morn ! —imore fn my thoughts than Boma!

(Pilate describen the i mpression made upon him
by Jesus dur'ng the srraignment, trial and leading
sway to orvcitizion, Claudia, Pllate's wifa, talls of
her own dreams, or visions, concsrning Jesus and
of the portents that followed the tragedy. Then
#he auys)i—
' “Didst thom lear

The talk ran that He had not died at all,

Or, dying, glided back to life agein;

Waa seen; ats, drank, walked, talkad—Man among
men -—

Or if not man (whisk conlid not ba!) then shsps,

Larve, or Lomur, or goms unnamed thing,

Visible, seaming whatsoa'er Life scoms;

And, laetly, ‘seaped from eight? Those whom hs
latt,

A band of honest ones, give stoutly forth

He was caught up in clonds, snatochoed to the Blus,

And, day by day, my slava girls eay, this grows—

Meking s gect, which hath no dread of Death;

But will apen 1 life and broath and gold and paing

To succur any wretch; becpuse they hold

Tuls *Christ’ did dls for him—grows, good my
Lord!

Nat only hers, but in the consta and Tslas;

And toucheth Athens, and hath erept to Home,”

“There, too?" brokes Pontius,
Rome—

Despite the atony tombd, the guards we set,

My soldisr's word, the spear, stabbed sooket deep—

1hat face which filia each night with dreams for
e ?

Will He run over-sen whose tireless step

Ounsstrips my swiftest war horse, mends my stride

On overy marcl, pitches my camp with me,

Bits with me in my tent, my judgment hall,

My banquet room, my bed place? watehes me

With those great eyos which do not hats or blast,

But fond a keen light to my inmost self

Where 1 read:—'This is Pontius, Fortune's slave,

For Cmgar's fear." Booth! why should I have
plaved

Butohar to Calaphas? Note, Clandia!

That blood of Jullua, spilt to enfranchisa Rome,

Begueathed Angustus and Tiberius;

And this pure blood, belike, soon in Death's fiald,

Alsy broed & different crop from pesce and ease.

Things fall 80 wry with earth, sometimes I think

I'hy Gaiilean erred not; thal men's powers

Are lent them out of some Imperinm,

Shadowy, majestic, unogposable,

Wronging all wrongers tlil they render right,

"Stabiished belind tho Thrones; where Fate's pipa
blows,

And we must dance the step, or be shovaed by,

Enow any of yo hers of any wight

Who loved this Nazarene, and followed Him,

Aud clenves, distraught, to such wild fanoy yat

Thrt Cross, and spear, and gravestone did not end ?*

“must I find at

“roat 8ir!" a Syrian handmasid gave reply:
““I'his is the house is eallad ‘Magaddeln’s,’
Named, as somn will, from Magdal, whero we lis;
And otheys from the bralded locks shs wora
Who lives, Housemistress, hera; the long halr
fressed
The Harlota' way. They told uy, in the town,
This Dame—much honored now for nobla works—
Was davil haunted and the wildest wench
0f Galilea, befors the Nazarene
Tamod her and taught her, and she grew His
Friand
Closestamid the faithful. Ts't thy will
Yo bid her to this Prosence?'”
Pontiua sald
1 might command, for still T bear my soeal,
Authority sita yet upon my lps,
But bere and now, I soften. Bay to her
The Procurator, gusst and friend, entreats
Speech with this Lady Miriam."
Thus met
She who most loved Him, hs who rendered Him
To death—Pontius and Mary. ¥or, anon,
The bar slides backward of the Woman's Court
And, on the stairway of the leewin, stood
One tall, and proud and fair; albeit vant grief
Had dimmed the lustre of those large dark syes
Bent upon Pilate. Rich the Jewish blood
Glowed through the sunburnt ivory of her face—

Unvelled for salutation—lending show

OF color to the thinnod uncolored cheok,

But jleaving pale an pearl lined ocsan shell

The fall whita oeck. and where neck rose i@
broast—

The tender marging of tha bosom, bound

B silver bordersd cymar, crossed; and pnais

As moonlight’s heart the low smooth forehaad
framed,

Undor the black waved hair; forchead and hair;

Axd eyebrows, bant likas the new moon; fall lids;

Silk lnshes, long and curved, shadowing with touch

Of soltest melaneholy that worn place

Where the tears gnther—all declaring her

A Doughter of the Sun, in those climas born

Whers light and life are larger.
£ " L » L L -

Now, most meek

The proud, pale, bended face; the folded pulmas,

The Ences touching the pavemeant, as sha siid:—

“The Nioman Lord, who may command, hailh
prayed

Bpesoh with his sorvant. BShe must nooads obay,

Hosteiss snd subjeet, [ am Mirjam!™

“Wotlest thon who I am?" asked Yontius,

The flame of thoss old firns & Httle Jeaped;

The fair hill shook sgain with bygone storms

One moment while rhe murmured:—*Tims hath
besn

When, with a curse, or by my girdls knife

The aniwer of thy handmald had bean given.

Now I bave grace to say [ hale thes not.

But pray His poace for thee. Did he not pray,

‘Father, forgive them? Yea, [ know thes wall.

‘Twas thon didet send my Master to the Croas!"’

“Hast thou forgiven, who didst love Him 8o,
That which my well worn soul, careless of blood,
Pardons not to itself?” guoth Pomtius.

And Mary =aid :—*'T sould not love Him so,
Nor rightly worship Him, nor live to-day—
Ae alwasys I must Lve—on the dear food
Of His trus lips, nor trust to go to Him
The way Ho went, if I forgot His word—
‘Love ys sour enemies.” Remembering that
I bear to look upon thes, Roman Lard!
Bemembering what we heard Him say at last:
‘Forgive them, for they know not what they do,"**

“Nay, but T knew!" quoth Pontins, “Whersunte
Prayed thne thy Rabbl? What hew God had he?
What God hast thou greater than Jove—to nod,

And so undo psst deeds which have been done,
And—as thou sayest—:forgive' ¥

“That which befalls,™

8Bhe gave reply, ‘*befalls not otherwise
Thau as it hath boen willed. He made na know
Thers cometh to the ground no little fowl,
No sparrow of the housstop, but ita end
Was cured for; snd the flowers and lowly grass,
Which are to-maorrow for the waysids fire,
Have raiment fora-provided thom to waar
Brighter than Boloman's. If not one lifs
Guoes anywhoro to desth, save for good use,
And by the overarching Power allowed,
Uunder vust Law of Love, He—most of all—
Died for Love's sake, and was ordained to dls,
Whom thou didst doom. Yet thou thysalf weeh

doomad :
To do Love that sad servica, slaying Him
Who eouild not die; but froeth all from denth;
Far wae have sesn him, strong and beautiful,
And living on the farther shor s of Daatt.
Therefors wa hiats thee nod, but pity thea;
And thosa like thee whosse ev¥il prospars goad;
And pray for thes, since Love alone helps Hats
to "seapo the whips that sconrge il into Right,
Aud bring it by long pananee into peace
Unwittingly ;—under a groater Nams
Than what they namest and thy Romans serve.'”

“Yoal'" Ponliuvs mused:
powsr
Lant from above, and not from Jove or Romal
What hindeved that I should not use it, than,
To have thy pesce this nlght in place of irk?
To taste full greatnens of thy feeblenass,
Not groan with lttlaneas of majesty

“He spake to mo of

{
She answersd: “That which hindered was thy-
self

More feazad of Cresnr than of wrongfulness;
And that which hindered was thy last to win
Favor of men instead of praise from Heaven,
Whoes still voice whisperad thy vexed will in valn,
He spake to ns: ‘Lav up no treasnres hare,
Whers moth and rust corrupt, snd thisves do steal,
But Iny it up in Heaven.' "

Filats brake in:

“Mahiercle! I would give mnoh sesteross
To buy that i1l time back, albait, befors,
Doath nevor spoiled my slumbers! What said’as

Lhivir,
That, siny (ng Him, we could not kill? Thy brow
Wearcth uo baud of maidness, yet thy speech
Sounds rank unreason.’”

"‘Have I leave,” she askod,
“For my great Master's sake, to speak more near it

“Ipray thee very humbly," Pontius said,
*To speak ns thou shalt daign.*

Thereat she roge

Statelest, aud light of living Love and Truth

Made fairer hor fair face, kindled Yor eyves

To lovelisr lustre, while she told the things

Whish biad befallsn aftar Calvary.

How, suroly, with the sad days enling there

Now dovs wers dewned and hope nnknown 4
wvarth.

How Hs walked leve, the shadow of Him Lova,

The speech of Him woft Masie, and His #tep

A Bepudlction: making s1ck folk whole,

The lame to wnlk, the lepars to go clean,

And taking buck the dead from Death, by might

Of sume deop sccret which He bad from Heavea.

Until—st that hard trinmph of the Gross,

In kour, and way, and by th' appointed bands—

Ho Himeslf passad, mild and majsstioal,

Through Deuth's blaok gate, whoss inner side noug
HAW

Befors He sct it wide, golden and glad,

Conqueror for us of the Unconguerable,

Also, aloug thess cossts, what works He wrought —

Many wost mighty works—and how He taught

The nearness of etaroasl things, the law

0Of perfect Sonaship; being Hon of God

By emineuce of mannoud; King of Kings

By royalty o'erpassing realms und orowns.

Also sie told beanllful words He spake —

Worids of bright merey and of boundless perse—

With wislom wondrous, clad in simplest spoech

As poent and silver leaves are shut, and seal,

Yor golden gardsns under suna to come,

In the unfolded Hower oup. ““Which blest huds™

Spake nbe: “skall blossom svar mors and more

For all flaah Uving, till the full frult rounds,

And thers be ‘Pesce on Earth—Pewos and Good
Wi

But many drew into the marble Court
Silently, oza by one, hearing those words
I'earless and sure, spoke high to Puntlus,
Tor, "twas as though the Angel's song snew
Found echo in ouralr., And "mid thom cama—
Leaving his kneeling camel at the gate—
A swarthy strauger in the Enstern garb,
Girdled and turbaned, us those nsed who wend
In the far tolling caravans of Hind.
Tteversnt and rapt ho stood; and when she consad,
Drow swiftly from his breasta silkon roil
Tied with & single thong, aud bending low,
Lald this at Mary's foot.

But Pilate leapsd
Fietca from his place, with visags whit: apd
writhead,
“(all them to horse!™ hs eried, “for I will ride
To Bepphoris, before the sun Is high,
It spura can prick! One othor watch spent here
Will brand ne Nazarens!"

Tha writing of the silken roil was tis,
In 8yrino ket fair; with muoh soft plr . se
Of salutation, and high courtesiss
Precodent, then she read:—

“Ononowise mest—
FExcopt for humblensss and gravii-—
To kiks the latohet of her shoe why » alkel



